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And from his hand with fpight

This truftie tongue he cafl,

Whofe roote, and it (to wreake this wrong)

Did wagge yet wondrous fafL

So ilirres the ferpents taiie
When it is cut in twaine,
And fo it feemes that weakeft willes,
(By words) would eafe their paine.

I blufh to tell this tale,
But fure bed books fay this :
That yet the butcher did not blufh
Hir bloudy mouth to kiffe.

And ofte hir bulke embrail,
And ofter quencht the fire,
Which kindled had the furnace firfl,
Within his foule defire.

Not herewithal content,

To Progne home he came,

Who askt him ilreight of Philomene :

He (faynmg griefe of game,)

Burft out in bitter teares,
And fayde the dame was dead,
And falfly tolde, what wery life
Hir father (for hir) ledde.

The Thracian Queene cafl off
Hir gold, and gorgeous weede,
And dreft in dole, bewailde hir death
Whom fhe thought dead in deede.

A fepulchre ihe builds

(But for a liuing corfe,)

And praide the gods on fillers foulc

To take a lufl remorfe :